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It is for to love and no 


Oh why was 1 Born to be tortured ſo 
By one that wont hold me nor yet let me go, 
Tho her Tongue does deny, yet her Eyes ſeem to ſay, * 


An Excelent New Song Calbd, 
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I 
H why am | allways perplexed in mind, 


| Oos the more 1] do love yet the more ſhes Vinkind, 


Though 1 dote on her ſtill yet no favour car. win, 


For when l do ſigh ſhe from me does flins;, 


1 


' Young Cupid but aim with thy piercing love Dart, 


And make it once touch my fa'.r Miſtreſſes heart, 
That ſoon ſhe may know. Wat tormentand pain, 


be lov'd again. 
TH. 


Sometimes ſhe don't mind all the vows 1 do make, 


Tho l tell her I love and muſt dye for her ſake, 
Yet ſhe on me will frown and bid me be gone. 
For a lover ſhe ſays, the'l never have one. 
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Diſpairing 1 lye at her feet, and do crave, 


That ſhe would beſtow a kind look on her ſlave, | 


Tho it pierces my. Heart, yes 1 muſt love her ſtill. 


Tho l bid you be gone, yer ide have you ro ſtay. 
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so thus between hope and diſpair 1 do lye, 
. - Not knowing whether ſheell make me live or dye, 


Tis her Conqrering Charmsthat has my Heart gafn*d 
And yet ſhe'l net love which creates all my pain. 


he Scorntul - Miltreſs. 


Tune of, How lovelys a Woman, &c. 
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_ -* Yet fair one Remember *twas for love of you. 
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And if that ſhe ſhould have a heart made of fone: 
Yet tis my dear Celia | muſt have or none, - ſtone, 
For tis her I adore, and tis her 1 do love, 
Tis her has my heart, and tis hers I muſt move. 

: = 

For with her 1 live, but without her l die, - 
Oh ye Powers above make fair Celia comply, 
If ſhe once would but give a look that was kind, 
Then I ſhould have hopes that her heart would be mine. 
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L wait at her Window both early and late, 
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| Yet when ſhe looks out ſtill this is my hard fate; 


She gives me a frown, then away ſhe does go, 
Not minding the grief for love undergo. 

| By Letters 1 often have told her 1 love, | — 

With tender expreſſions her heart for to more, 


Then ſhe gives me a glance that's enongh for to kill, But alas all in vain for ſhe'll give no reply, 
| 5 K 36 : | „„ . by : 
Alths* het true Lover does langyiſh and die. 


XI. 


| Oh fair one conſider a Lover that's true, 


Who Vowsdoes declare he nere lov'd none but you, . 
Then ſoften her heart Oh you powers above, 
That fhe may once know what it is for to love. 
„„ | XII. _ | 


| Then take my laſt iines that l ever ſhall write, _ | 


O ſend me relief or you kill me this Night; 
If you love am bleſt, but if not then adieu, 
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